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Author's Notes: 
Context for the reader: Decap were imprisoned in 20IT in the US over false accusations; the charges were 


later dropped. 


Spokane, WA, 2017. 


Tonight was their first night in the county jail after being extradited back to Washington. Rasta was exhausted 
beyond comprehension after all the difficulty being booked, the language barriers, and having to eat that 
dreadful excuse for a dinner. That was not to mention the blur that was the last few days, the questioning, 
the fear, the rest of the tour being canceled, all the misunderstandings. His lawyer assured him the case 
wouldn't hold up in court, but it didn't change the fact that he was in a cold concrete cell in a foreign country 


and that people now thought he was a dirtbag rapist. 


Vogg had claimed the bunk above him when they were assigned their room. Rasta was eternally grateful that 


they were cellmates. It eased his worries that he wasn't alone. 


At the same time, Vogg's generally positive and hopeful attitude had depleted significantly during the recent 
events. It was admittedly scary to witness. Vogg had been his rock, his strength when he needed him. They had 
been working together for over eight years now, and had been best friends just as long. Vogg's presence was 
always a welcome comfort, even if the guitarist had been uncharacteristically quiet during all of this. That was 


his way of coping currently, and Rasta would respect that. This had all been very traumatic. 


Admittedly, he'd still much rather hear Vogg's usually endless chatter. It was so jarring that just a few nights 
prior, they were partying on the tour bus like they did after any other show. And now, they were in yellow 
jumpsuits. He could use a distraction. But there was nothing to distract him here. 


Despite all the activity and his own exhaustion, Rasta could not close his eyes. He felt scared and alone. He 
hated the uncertainty. He hated that he couldn't contact anyone outside of this jail. He didn't understand what 
had transpired to get them here. 


"Wacław," he said, just loudly enough that Vogg might hear him, but not enough to wake him should he be 


asleep. 

"Hmm?" came the response half a second later. 

"m having trouble sleeping." 

"Me, too." 

Rasta heard the man stirring, then soon, in the darkness, he could see his band mate's long legs extend over 
the edge of his bunk He hopped down on quiet feet and angled himself to sit on Rasta's mattress. The singer 
sat up while he did this, and they faced each other, the whites of their eyes barely visible. 


"I hate this," Vogg said quietly. He began picking absently at Rasta's paper-thin blanket. "I'm so scared." 


"Me, too," the other man replied. "But we did nothing wrong, so we should be okay, right? That is what 
everybody is saying.’ 


"But they are treating us like villains," Vogg said, his voice getting worryingly louder. "Like rapists. We did 


nothing wrong but we suddenly - we aren't humans. | just - | don't know..." 


The older one had always been very sensitive - as had Rasta To be fair, the way they were being treated like 
criminals without having even been tried was demoralizing. So Vogg felt it deeply, and it hurt him. The smaller 
man reached out and placed a hand over one of Vogg's in an effort to comfort him. Vogg watched him in the 


dark, looking defeated, his shoulders slumped forward and his long brown hair obscuring part of his face. 


"We've survived a lot worse than this," Rasta said. "You've survived so much more than this. Wactaw. You've 
got this." He squeezed Vogg's hand. He hadn't intended to be the one comforting, having wanted it the other 
way around. When he'd called out for Vogg, he selfishly sought his comfort, his strength, his unrelenting 
positivity. It wasn't there. Vogg was only a shell of his usual self. 


‘lm - Im sorry," Vogg said, voice a bit shaky. "| am trying. | really am. I'm just..." He cupped Rasta's hand in 
both of his, running his thumbs lightly across sensitive skin. Rasta felt tingles run down his spine at the simple 
touch but blamed it on being scared - on being desperate for human contact to make him feel safe. And Vogg 


always made him feel safe. "I'm glad you're here with me - | mean l'm glad that I'm with you and not alone.” 


"| feel the same way," Rasta said. He could see Vogg's relieved smile in the darkness. Normally, he had such a 
vibrant and infectious smile. Rasta had always liked that about him. Still weary at expressing his own 

vulnerability, afraid to make the other one sadder, Rasta chose to focus on the way the guitarist was playing 
with his hand. Absent-minded strokes started to become more purposeful as Vogg realized the younger man 


was now paying attention to how he was touching him. Suddenly, it seemed very intimate. 


Rasta's sexuality had always been a little fluid, but he knew the feelings rousing in him were temporary and 
due to the trauma of the situation. He knew to hold back, despite being able to feel Vogg's desperation in his 
touch. This wasn't the time or place. He could do something, though. It would benefit them both, he thought. 


"Wacław," he said, so softly the name barely left his lips. It was quiet in their cell, so quiet. The sounds of the 
jail were distant and muffled, background to their shaky breaths. Vogg's hands paused their gentle 
ministrations. The dread-headed man doubted himself. "| think maybe it's hard to sleep because its so cold. | 


know there's not much room, but..." He scooted over on his thin mattress, close to the cool cement block wall. 


"I will get my blanket, too, for extra warmth," Vogg offered helpfully, standing and fussing about with his bunk. 
Seconds later, he was clumsily climbing under both blankets and fitting his larger body against Rasta's. Instant 
heat, although Rasta's back still felt chilly against the wall. "Not much room," Vogg said, though that was 
mostly to himself. He wiggled a bit, adjusting, and then the shorter man felt two strong arms wrap around him 
and pull him close. Immediate dopamine boost. He tried not to noticeably shiver or break down. This was exactly 
what he needed, and Vogg knew. He wanted to cry like a baby in its mother's arms, the way he'd been holding 
back from doing all day. Vogg buried his face into Rasta's neck, and Rasta squeezed his eyes shut. "You still 


smell like you." 

"What do | smell like?" the vocalist asked, gently stroking his hand up and down Vogg's side. 
"Clean," Vogg whispered. "Not like beer and cigarettes” 

"Oh," Rasta replied, grateful it was dark so that his bandmate did not see him blush. "That's good" 
"Do you think we'll get in trouble? If they see us like this? 


"Yes," he said. "Probably." 


"Maybe - maybe we only stay like this for a few minutes, just until...” 


"Yeah," Rasta agreed quietly. Even so, Vogg made no movement to leave or even remove his face from Rasta's 
chest, which he appreciated. The singer could feel his moist breath blanket his skin Steady, warm billows. 
Another living, loving organism. Eventually, Rasta's heart rate slowed enough, and Vogg's warm arms around 


him gave him the security he needed to let sleep take him. 


They ended up sleeping like that every right until the day they were released, when the charges were 
mercifully dropped. Rasta was certain he otherwise would not have slept during those weeks, despite the fact 
that they were huddled so tightly together on such an uncomfortable mattress. Vogg managed to wake up 
each morning and climb back into his own bed while Rasta was still asleep, so that the guards wouldn't catch 
them together in the morning. Somehow they were never seen, or the guards just didn't care. And they didn't 
discuss it, either; Vogg just knew every night to tuck himself in close to Rasta and cuddle him tightly. He 
needed it, too. 


When they returned home to Poland, Rasta found it difficult to adjust right away. Most evenings he woke up 
from nightmares. He'd open his eyes in the middle of reaching out for Vogg only to find he was alone, in his 
own apartment back in Kraków. He began sleeping with a nightlight, though, and eventually the nightmares 
ceased. On more difficult evenings, he'd stay up texting Vogg or listening to him talk mindlessly on the phone 
until he felt comforted enough to fall asleep on his own. The guitarist was always good for that - never asked 
questions, just assumed his natural role of a helpful friend. Rasta could only hope that their insomniatic chats 
helped Vogg as much as they helped him, and that their time together in that American jail convinced Vogg 
that he would always be by his side. 


